
utterly destroyer! even the p 

That blow! Shi* shivered, 
fairlv ruined blows uix>n h< 


he h:ul groped 
I. Hutching it. 
pefile me with 
.•ill shoot you 
:i looked along 


Dizzy, but with unwavering purpose, 
to the drawer where lay the revolver a: 
had wheeled and leveled it fair at him. 
another word,* she had said, “and I 
clown for the beast that you arc!" She h 


IN THE COUNTRY OF THE SNOWS 


Entry No. 83 in Our Prize Story Competition 


BY EILEEN MORETTA 


A LL day the mercury in the Lull* had 
been dropping. All day the lake 
luul been groaning in travail. — 

“making ice." the natives hail it. It was 
both impressive and depressive, the muffled 
vibrations booming across the high pitched 
silences like the half smothered roars of 
some starving wild beast in the pains uf 
wounds and hunger. The dogs had Urn 
frightened at first, and had larked and 
howled in unison. Sir Bedivere. the 
splendid St. Bernard. w;is country Urn: 
but the two years of his life had been 
passed in the effete ways of cities: and 
dainty Lady Babbie, the proud-pedigreed 
collie puppy, was only u few months up 
from Virginia. Sir Bedivere the venture¬ 
some had gone down to the kike, where the 
strange thing was concealed, and. ear to 
in*. listened gravely and inquiringly. He 
hud then, in the way of dogs of much 
wisdom, communicated tolii* timid young 
companion on the bunk that there was 
nothing to fear, and had eventually imbued 
her with his daring In the extent of a slip- 
l*ery frolic on the groaning u «. 

From the doorway Maida luul stood and 
watched them. It was the doorway of 
a summer bungalow, lovely in it> Mason. 

and of much beauty. allieii of a bleak and 
lonely sort, in this midwinter of snows. 

The great pine sentinels stood impassively 
i-nvt, and their uniforms were whiter than 
any pipeclayed trappings of militant man. 

The silver lurches shivered and shook in 
the laic wintry sun: an»l the poplars—those 
ridiculous "popples.- with their bare,gaunt, 
lung legs, to her the Ckuhita-Gucls • >f the 
Ions! —stood still and stoical. like Scots¬ 
men on pnrude. The garden, an exquisite 
lilt* in summer, was a tioral graveyard, and 
had the desolate look of all dead things, 
wrapped in its winding sheas of whin*, 
awaiting springtime resurrection. There 
were some translucent red IxtHis in the* 
hedge of tatarinn honeysuckle. and shc 
had M .ittorod some cmmlw altout: but it 
was too •■old for even the brave little 1 navn 
. hukadcvs to venture out. The red berries 
niadca vivid splash uf color, the only . me, 

-.ave the magnificent copper lights of her 
luir, in the whole vast white and green 
expanse. 

She let her eyes rest on the scarlet line: 

■die had always loved color, and light, and 
warmth, and kaleidoscope movement. Hi r 
inner vision pictured the city at this hour; 

Till* atrriages would all Ik.* rolling home¬ 
ward from t he park, the ring of the horses’ 
sh.irjeshoil tVrt on the pavements mingling 
with the hard breathings of the motors. :md 
the hurrying tread of the human thousand-, 

— the grub toilers of the day, hastening to 
the metamorphosis that would transform 
them into butterflies of night. The cleetn. 
bulbs would be sowing their blossoms b\ 
millions across the dusk, till the whnh city 
wx< «.ni* riotous hotbed of color. Was it 
- -nly a year ago that she had been a ,»:irt — 
an enjoying, pulsing port—uf this great 
Babylonian garden of bloom? 

She had loved it all passionately: but 
she .Iso had loved, though thenuncognizant 
of it. with the other and unsuspected side 
uf her many libervd nature, this i-ounirv »>r 
j-ti*IMS, its stem silemes, the sigh •»! the 
win Is as thev swept like Fates through the 
trees, the tang of the air when the- frost bit 
deep, which was like wine to the blood. 

The city had claimed and hdd the pleasure 
loving, lotus dreaming side of her; hut 
there ams ou-mor fiber, bequeathed by grim 
i .Id Puritan forebears ere I lu*y hod met and - 

crossed—never utterly merged -with the 
soft seductions of the South. Stephen 
Strong, M. Ik,—tlu? man, not the physician,—had de- 
tv tell these elements in Iht long licfore. "Adversity 
will fashion you." he had said to her once in his usual 
dirtvt way. "if she ever takes you in hand, into a won¬ 
drous l*eing that will surprise the luing you are now." 
Ah, yes: but the fierceness of the fashioning, and the 
•rutality of the hammer and anvil! It had been in the 
intolerable painoi it that she had turned to tin* Supreme 
Mother—Nature the nurse, the teacher, the friend—to 
find how well she loved her. and how dearly beloved 
was she in return. 

And so she had shut herself up here among tin* great 
solitudes, closing the inner gates of her soul to the world, 
but opening them wide for the Mother of All, whose touch 
alone was tender enough to probe the wounds, the better 


Tht 


d Said- 


A-' 


persmvringly, with the pathetic persi stere-e of the wo¬ 
man clinging to her ideals, sought ever that it should 
he, lorn asunder daily, trampled in the mire, spat upon. 
Ah! but it had been in reality only a tawdry thing at 
host! It had Ivon onlv her dreams and high purposes 
that had ever made it. by sheer force of imagination and 
will, cloth o’ gold. Yet. knowing thi^ at hist, she would 
still have patched and piered the j^mjt tinsel make¬ 
shift,—as women's hopes that are forever rainl>ow 
threads of mcmhng ever do.—but with one Mow he had 


from dancing zigzags of blinding light had gone black. 
Yet it had been the horrible profanity, the unsjK*akalilc 
to bind and heal. No one else would—could—ever epithets, that had brought her staggering to her knees, 
know, save this all comprehending Mother and herself, nn«1 fhenr* tn Hit feet 


and the God who had permitted the catastrophe to be. 

6HE had seen the beautiful fabric of her married life, 
^ —or whut she had dreamed, when she had married 
Phillip Lassard, that life would be,—which she had 


the barrel at him—sullen,,< >wed all at once 
—with eyes as resolute as had Invn her 
father's when he had charged the enemy 
and fallen at his regiment s head at Malvern 
Hill. And after a moment she had added, 
still holding her aim. “And siiuv it is only 

at the* pistol's point that I < an longer exact 
decency from you, g". an<l never enter my 
presence again!" 

ND in this fashion the fabric had fallen 
apart, ri rotten network of .lies—and 
worse. She shivered again; but the air 
was bitter as her thought*, and she ha 1 
been standing sometime. She called the 

dogs, anil they came Ijounding to her. 
There was the usual jealous squabble, and 
then Sir Bedivere ixtsscxsed himself of Ins 
preempted corner of her gown, appro¬ 
priated since earliest puppyhood, and es¬ 
corted Jkt with dignity indoom; little 
Babbie, pacified with an end of her long 
scarf, trotting proudly on the other side. 
Oil. they loved her! Her heart wanned. 
They loved her with the great, loyal low 

of dogs, unselfish, unbrikible. And until 
one lias known such, she thought, they lmve 
missed one of the great Compensations. 

But >lie was of too healthy a mind to 
brood. Among her large pities for all 
humanity, all dumb animals, all tin sa : 
and suntlxT fatalisms ami cruel conditions 
ol the thing called Life, there was no room 
for self pity Had there been, all this 
world of old and patient wisdoms mun i 
her would have aught her better. From 
the forest giants, which had learned their 
lessons in other centuries, down to thi 
veriest 1 lower at their feet,—though it 
blixunel but for a season. fulfilled its 
dcsiinv and died on the cart h it had helped 
to beautify,—she drew her wisdom: to 
!*end to the sturin, but forever :•» seek the 
sun. 'flic sun was sanity, was health, was 
the Law and Urdvr of tilings. With tUx*rs 
ail 1 windows of hear. and soul opened \vi«ic 
to it. self pities in*rislivd like siikly weed:-. 

She s;it before the great open fireplace, 
a book on her knee, Sir Bedivere stretched 
in Lizy abandon at her feet, the long, slim 
nose* of the* 1-ady Babbie ag. tins I hci j*owu. 
She was .stu*lying the inscription sot tn rise 
fireplace, a conceit of her own: 

No-.v is the winter >f our dis* • *nti-r.t 

Made jilorimis stmimw liv t hi*- genial 
friend. 

The dog*, and tin great ruddy heart «.f 
the lire, and, moving io and fro in the outer 
room. her broad back casting grotesque 
shadows on tin- fin-lit wall, the old serving 
woman, who would lay down her life, if 
need be, any day, for her,—these thing 
counted. All! how well worth living va¬ 
lor, if one but sought .Hid held fast to die 
"worth whiles" uf ir She laughed softly, 
and the <4d Mack nianimv caine and sunk! 
in the doorway, gazing down at lnr with, 
nil her dark race’s sensuous delight in 
beauty, and all thclow and pride of actual 
ownership in it, that mnu.s as a recompense 
to those who serve long and well. T«» her, 
this Ivan!iful. rarebit of womanhood wa». 
and had been from her cradle, ;iiul would, 
be toiler pare, just M.iF .Mis." 

"I >rsc litvplnceries." said sin*, “makes me 
n.icltnlly think oh some ob do ‘spresiuns 
mall son Juniud make one nigh: when lie 
late o gittin home. Alter Junius git to 
niggah-wamtf at dal big Money maker sto’, 
he sho gets mighty up-ie-do. Mery tccliv 
ob he fK rquisitivrs. am Junius, whatcher 
dose tuny In*.—Junius am de greatest m- 
elinal ioned at pickin' up Mggotv wi.rls, 
an' tire dorti onto me to six* whether dey 
kill or eurc. All reckon. ‘Ah been here lung 
ago.' grumbles Junius, Vi it jes' hadn't l»een to’ one 
woman fool <1:it conic inter do * utTayatter rix clock. tSlic 
range hersc'f up alongside di sizzlin'steam regulator, ail* 
order icecream. Huh! it plumb cruptkute me. to sec 
ilat id jot thing a slan'in’ dar a roustin' ob her back 
ag'in' de regulator, an' a frivzin’ all do front ob her 
wif icecream.'" Her laugh rumbled out, deep and 
mellow, the Ivatifie laugh >f her race. “Dos' dc odder 
wav 'l>out wif dese fircplacicrics; but dey sure l««jk 
Hornv. Bress mah soul!" shebrt»ke i»fT suddenly. "Done 
heali' deni sleigh bells' Who on earth am a tu nin' in 
heali?" 

••S.un.-one nstrav on the road, likely," said Maida 
indolently. She stretchod her arms above lior head, 
basking luxuriantly in the warmth of the tire, as the 
old negro betook hensclf outside, with the pcculuir a*ll 
of the African whose avoirdupois taxes the scales at 
over two hundred. 

CHI! did not heed Mam’s surprised, ejaculation: but 
^ she did hear her as site burs* into the room, despite 
the enrumbering bulk, exclaiming brwtthlessly, “Bress 
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nuh soul, Lil' Mis'! Why, it sure am Massa Stephen 
Strung! 

She spring to her feet; but not so quickly that the 
nun just outside in the white night of frozen things 
did not see, and photograph for all time upon the 
films of his memory the heart stirring picture, the 
adorable womanliness of it, that she had made before 
the fire. 

“Oh," she cried, “1 am glad! I ilid not know till you 
cante," she stopped, then laugher! with the abandon of 
a child, “how verv much I wanted to see you." She 
held out both hands. 

He gripped them hard for one long moment, the eyes 
of the physician keen, the eyes of the man—what clam¬ 
ored in the eves of the man! .As she began vaguely to 
question with an unaccountable hurry of heartbeats, 
the dominant forces of a sternly self commanded nature 
again assumed supremacy. He stooped to pal the head 
of Sir Bcdtvere, who was insistently demanding recog¬ 
nition. “1 am glad 1 came." he said simply. No hint 
herein of the heart clamor, louder than that of his aristo¬ 
cratic clientele abandoned, which had driven him up 
and up into this white country for just one look 
into the face of this one woman out of a world of 
women. 

Presently, sitting before the fire, he looked across at 

her with the dependable authority she had ahvays found 
so satisfying. “Tell me all about it," he said quietly. 
“< >r. nu.‘ he turret ted gravely, “you could never UT all. 
Tel! me what you can. 

Almost it was uncanny, the sureness of that mental 


touch that could lay its finger upon the pulse of one’s 
inmost being, a physician 3 mind and son as well as 
body. Quite naturally she found herself unfolding the 
sad and sorry little epic, almost as though she only re¬ 
hearsed it to herself before the fire. 

“It was inevitable, you see," shy finished* “It began 
to be inevitable—" 

“Ftom the day you married hint. ’ Strong's eyes were 
on the fire. In the red spaces he seemed to see that 
passage up the aisle ot old Sain: James to the Men¬ 
delssohn music. She had been very young in her wed¬ 
ding array: no bridal veil had ever filmed a more glori¬ 
ous expectancy of beautiful girlhood Me shook himself 
together. “It began, rather," he frowned, “buck in the 
blood of the hvsteria haunted, dnig addicted mother 
who bore him. 

“Doctor," Maida spoke a little breathlessly, "thuro 
was some inheritance, then—" 

"Nothing that he might not have overcome. Old 
Felix Lassard was virility itself, and cante of a virile 
line. Strong men can overcome heredity. It is only the 
wilfully weak who shelter themselves behind 'tlie sins 
of the fathers '" 

“Yes; hut," Maida spoke slowly, “the: sins of the 
mothers -what of them?" 

He did not seem to hear her. He was leaning forward, 
gazing with curious inteiitness at the quaint inscription 
on the clear, shining plate. “A pretty whimsy," he said. 
"Now is (he winter of our—hum—discontent—" Me 
had risen, as though better to decipher the lettering, 
and was leaning rather awkwardly over her as he read, 


overcome. Old 
ante of a virile 
- . It is only the 
jehind 'the sins 


nr 

ear her. He was leaning forward, 
(.illness at the quaint inscription 
ate. “A pretty whimsy he said, 
if our—hum—discontent—" lie 
seller to decipher the lettering, 
' awkwardly over her as he read, 


—“Made glorious summer by— Put down that gun!" 

The words shot out like bullets: but over them had 
rung a report, the splinter of breaking glass, and in 
a chink of the wall above her head u bullet struck with 
a spiteful spit. She sprang up. Suoug had wheeled, 
and faced the long glass doors at their back. He stood 
like a statue between her and them: but she felt, rather 
than saw, the sinister shadow outside. 

"Open those doors!" There was something in the 
voice of this man who still stood in front of her that 
gripped her very soul. The words fell like quirks 
struck from uhitehol steel. The eyes—she fancied that 
in them too blazed the compelling flame of molten 
metal. 

Slowly the doors opened She knew c jitc well who 
would lie standing on the threshold; though the late, 
twisted and distorted, bore little semblance to 111 . on e 
handsome one of Philip I.assatd. The wild eves that 
looked out of it were fastened in a wide stare tipon the 
ntan before her. 

“Come in'.” 

Slowly, as though dragged by some unseen power, the 
man came into the room. The trost splintered air ait- 
side rushed through the doors. Up from the lak, swept 
the muffled roar of the wild beast in pain, swelled, and 
broke, and died sullenly away. 

-Put that gun on the table!" 

Lassard had been clutching it at his side. With a 
curious jerk, like* that of a vicious child who obeys with 
sullen longing to disobey, and a hate of the power it 
Co*rnrd c-i pjg< 16 


PUTTING SLAT THROUGH THE SIFTER 


By SEWELL FORD 


W EIRD, ain’t it. how they’ll run lunched at 
times' Now. I was waitin’ for Whitney 
Srm the. Eh.** Ah. come, don’t let un you 
never heard of Whitney! Well, that iust shows! Never 
hapixned to bump up against him summers at New¬ 
port. orgoin' over to the other suit* in Dece:nl>er. or seen 
him strollin'down the Place de la Concord Grapes, or 
joined him at a game of bridge in the American Club 
at Rome? My, my! Some folks do stay at home a lot, 
though! 

Me? Why. I’ve known Whitney ever since— Let's 
■arc. 1 think it was day before yesterday he drifted in 
here with a card from Mr. Purdy Pell. Too bad I hadn’t 
! -ceil warned over the ’phone beforehand. >u I could have 
had a sidewalk canopy put up. and a red carpel laid over 
tlu* ami the front office sprayed with l'lssoire 

Danube. 

For of all the j>erfectly exquisite gents I’ve ever had 
in the Physic al Culture* Studio, this Smythe party was a 
little the &jttizzic*t. I happened to he hack in the gvtn 
when he first shows up. and Swifty J«-> comes in with 
his curd. h<tidin’ it edgewise between his lingers, like it 
was a pane of glass, and gawpin’ a*, it with his brow 
furrowed up. 

“M. Whitney Smy tlic." says he. “an* I think lie nm>t 
!*• one of than Room an Grand Dukes. Srny-the! 
What’s that, annyway, Shorty ?’’ 

“Smith with a bank account.” says I, yankin’ away 
the pasteboard. “Grand Duke your grandmother!" 

“Well, he looks it." savs Swifty. “And for the love 
«.»f Mike put a coat on Ixrtore you go out! He’s a swell." 

“Think he’d faint if he saw me in my shirtsleeves'" 
says I. “Then we’ll give him a chance." 

But for once I was sorry I hadn’t followed Swiftv’s 
directions. Whitney was some swollen, sure enough. 

I lis topaz stickpin matched his tie. anti his tic mat. h« .1 
his bilk socks, and the narrow edge on his hanky matched 
Loth. You know—the kind th.it has embroidered mom* 
grams on theii paiania sleeves and keeps fourteen pairs 
of custom made shoes in trees on the wardrobe shelf. 
His gray hair w ith that pompadour cut. and his pointed 
gray musfai he gives him sort of a Krenchy. distinguished 
air too; and when he glances cold and critical at me in 
my work pants and mussed up -fiirt I felt like the hired 
man when he comes stompin' in from tin* ham and finds 
the minister matin' a call. I don't know whether he «*x- 
pe ted me to have on full evenin' dicss or not; but that 
ioo’; of his was sure reprovin'. 

When he's presented his note from IHirdv-Pcll, 
though, and I've assured him th.it I’m the really truly 
Professor McCabe whose name is oil the door, he for¬ 
gives me far enough to state that lie’s tailed to arrange 
for a short course, iust to keep him in trim until he goes 
abroad again. 

“I see. says I. "About half an hour on the mat, and 
the other half jugglin' the mitts and acquirin' a few new 
pun hes. eh?" 

“No, no. not at all!" says he. pattin’ the air distressed 
with his hands, “Nothing like boxing: nothing so course 
and brutal as that, you know." 

“Apparatus work, then," says I; “chest weights, 
rowin' machine, and so on, with some lively medicine 
ball stunts al tlie finish to lather you up well?” 

“My dear fellow," says he, “you fail to get me. I do 
not wish to er lather up. I'gh! In Rome, now, I 
have -my fencing master. I suppose you do nut—" 
“Nix.* says f “No tecterin round with overgrown 
crochet needles here. Nor we don't teach the minuet, 
nor do the Maypole dance. Rut I could have my assistant 
put you through the wand drill gentle. How about that?” 

“Excellent, says he. “Bui your assistant? You do 
not mean the person who ushered me in?" 

“Sure." says 1. “Swifty Joe Gallagher." 

CoprrhcM. I* Fof.l All «<c>4« re*tr»ed. 


•* Eicuir Me. Say* I. ’‘A Piece of Wreckage Come In with the TlUc.“ 


“He wouldn’t do at all." says AYhitncy,i bhti-Mcrin'. 
“1—1 could not hear to look at him. you know. I must 
insist. Professor, on your personal attention." 

“When I get down to the wands. Mr. Smythc." says 
I. “it corner high." 

“The matter of expense does not inters**!; me in the 
least,” says Whitney, twistin’ his mustache scornful. 

Tomorrow, l hen. at ton a. m. Boh /our, Professor." 

“Off widtncsfiinc ," savs I. coinin' hack ut him w ith all 
the German I had in stock. 


AND of course, Whitney bein' a friend of Purdy- 
Pill’s, all 1 has to do to get his complete hist’ry is 
to ask Sadie alxmt him when 1 get home. It ain’t very 
thrillin’. He’s an old bach cousin of Purdy-Bell's whose 
sole worry in life is tryin' to live up toliis income. 
Seems the original pile was heaped up by n mean old 
untie that wouldn't let him in the house while he was 
alive and willed all his dough to found a hospital: hut 
Whitney’s lawyers bust up that scheme, and the half 
they didn't grab was so well invested in some shoe ma¬ 
chinery patent rights that he was soon in the plutc class, 
and had been there ever since. 

Early in the game Whitney mapped out this plan of 
summerin' al Newport and winterin' abroad, with a 
month or so in between knockin' around it his New 
York clubs, and he hadn't varied it for years. He 
wu'n't much of a sport, though. His main idea, it ap¬ 
pears. was to get posted on art and music and hooks, and 
to sop up all the odd ends of culture there was lavin' 
around loose. 

“And it’s really wonderful." says Sadie, “to hear him 


talk ah. mu operas and paintings and French novels. 
He knows everything. Only, at times, lie does get a 
little-” 

"Yes. I iould guess that he might." savs I. “But if I 
could induce Inn to pul the glove.*, on ottec he’d discover 
a form of art that he'd overlooked. Wonder if I 
couldn’t?” 

C 1 > there I was. with tin- front office all tidied up slick, 
^ ph i tin' things for Whitney; when in limps this 
blear eyed object with the trcmblv lower jaw and the 
wabbly kiKt-s. First off 1 couldn't think where I'd 
ever seen it before, and 1 was tin the point of callin' 
Swifty Co lag it out to the ashcan, when he gasps out 
Jnisky: 

“It's me. Sir. Don't you remi-mlnr—Slat Tucker, 
from Monk's steak house?" 

Course I remembered then; You couldn’t very well 
forget Slat altogether if you'd ever got a good look at 
him once: for that long, peaked nose, and that retreatin' 
chin, and them blue green pop eves was a combination 
that was bound to linger, whether you wanted it to or 
not. I don't know which item it was about Slat's fea¬ 
tures that was most impressive, the prominent lieak or 
the lack uf chin. Anyway, his lower jaw slanted back¬ 
most surprisin’, and sort of faded into his long neck, like 
a turtle's. 

As fur tlie rest of him, he was all arms and legs, and 
just now he was as limp as six feet of loose cloesline. 
You can guess that he wa’n't much of ail ornament at 
his best; but with his red eyelids, and a two days' 
growth of grizzled stubble on his face, and his dinky 
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ill- of the dead woman’s neck retorted the other. “It isn’t a tiling th. I 
plain impress of a jewel setting, can tell, man to man. Don't you timl.-r- 
Scrigwiek—if I'm to help you in stand? Or," he added savagely, “do y .ij 
st hrlp me. You've been hold- misunderstand?'’ 

methinp alxiut that necklace. “No. I don't misunderstand." answered 
-r seen it before?" Kent very gently. I know there are things 

s the reply, given with obvious that can't bespoken.—not because they are 
shameful, but because they are sacred. \ 
I've gut to know alKiut, her. Here' I It. 4 
•ck of t he girl of my picture." it. As soon ;is 1 go. sit down and write it • ut 
L»<‘tN went to his ear, pulling at for me, simply and fully, and send it to rue 
itil that unoffending pendant hotel ns soon as it is dune. You can do that, 
:*■ rubber. “You’re sure.'" he can't you?’’ 

“Yes, 1 can do that," decided Sedgwick, 
hi n’t lie any mistake. The stones after some consideration, 
d rose-topaxes; you wouldn't “(iihmI! Then give me some dinner. And 

zc-n like it in the country." lot's forget this grisly thing for the time, and 

:lcd,soft and long. “I’m afraid, talk <»f the old days. What ever became 
saiti at length, "I'm very much of Harknoss. do you know?" ( 

chi ’ll have to tell me the whole Between them that evening was no fnrtlu * 
romance of the pictured face; mention of the dead Iwtly in Dead Mens 
1 without ne rvation. “ Cove. 

uit I've been guarding against," To be continued next Sunday 
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It is an incentive to hunger 
to see Uneeda Biscuit made. 

All materials are of the finest quality 
—clean, nutritious. The dough is ~ 
mixed in spotless trays in a spotless 
bakery. Rolled thin; baked in wonderful 
ovens scientifically heated to give just ^ 
the right crispness; then packed into 
the moisture-proof packages that 
keep them fresh, crisp and 
clean till eaten. 


IN THE COUNTRY OF THE SNOWS 


pose, he- raised the revolver and tail all those; things she load left untold. Ai 
pn the- tabic. thought of that rare womanhood, it?> pride 

mi I least!" The icy quiet of the and purity and passion of feeding, at th« 
j; the redhot lava of u mighty mercy of this Tiberius, the whole great nu.u- 
I to pour hissing across it. ,A 1 u*m 1 in him rose in revolt. He had kept Jiis 
hipconK of passion wi n lashing own life dean, that hr* might be worthy r« 
loul. Sir Bcdivcn growled and hold her image in his heart. So unw-.rtl v 
rth. thought had profaned the shrine wherein he 

irily* Maida’s clasped hand*. C«>v- had set. her. 

l*s. They fell at the weird, nn- And yet this weak, vicious, unspcak.ibh 
l, neither brute nur human, that creature, who had alternately mouthed ob 

tint the dog. With that half stmiy and raved curses through the night 
Cream, Philip La&sard crumpled for his pitiful drug, had assailed her • ar«, 
iml fell at Strung’s feet. bespattered her sensibilities, hailed the 

he was (lending over him. the whole intangible gossamer fabric of that 
uin sunk in the scientist. He wondrous inner spirit of woman that n- 
t her almost humbly. “Forgive man, Wen clean *<f l ands and gciilh 
gcd. “1 Inst myself. But lie thought, can liojie to handle without foil! 
v up at that sinister h« l« in the IK -at his tec-th hard: but the groan <1 .. 

en luck to the beautiful head of v.ul in agony came through them. The vial 

•• woman. “I ind!" he whisjtered of nioqihio that he held w as well nigh 
dy Call Mam!" he broke off crushed in his grasp. 

iVc must get him to Iwd." His As he turned to place ii in the care, the 
t.. impassivity, and the mouth sound of the curtains sliding across fla ir 
•d line. No further whirlwinds rods "arrested him. IK |>au*-<l, the buttl* 
c tlie storm centers into out- still in his hand. 

•funding U'twwn the curtains, 
clenched ill rath hand. lh' ( 

1 u| h» u the Vial. “You coul* 

-of—it!” she said, 
t her, the shock of her sudden 
lio— Verily, she mu.si have presence stronger ii|xm him than her word', 
ill! Hut tins figure on the bed. She wore u lo*.-v gown oi silk and law, f ill - 
iiic counterfeit of the dashing ing in sheer folds t<< her feet. Aero*.*. i 
young t avfilur who had win the romantic whiteness the wonder* f her burnished hair 
girl * ( he was no dream. She noted the -ip.wen d it - glory. If ever Beauty j r- 
unkemtu, ng hair, the pallid, pi'ty -kin, claimed itself, trumpet tougued, it >|»ukc- ii 
the dull. 1» nk eyes. Then her gaze traided her.—her jioisc. her gaze, the whole warm. 
t«i the an hanging inert, punctured with vital, intoxicating pr 
those my; id blue mark' that luld Iheir was woman a more 
own degrading tale. A sick revulsion seized tion. 
her, nnd s • clung to the bedpost f«*r slip- Her words had conveyed no meaning, 
port, trembling with a curious miMurc of Only one dominant note went pulsing 
jiity and ndnse.i. She thought herself mint*- through the entire heart and filler of him,— 
tid'd; hut.almost with his back toller l >i he loved her. loved her, loved her! 

Strong S]Hme. “You could give it to him!" she n-peun 1 

“You ran do nothing," In-said. *'( io gi t clearly, and took a step forward, pausing 
some rv.si.f just within his reach. “Why—don’t you? 

She pushed back the hair from lur fon ' Now her words struck! * They beat int 
head with trembling finger-. “Kesi!" she h:s consciousness at last. Hammering at his 
laughed uujlteuditv. “IKv\ conk Kmc re>t ~ brain, they bit and deeper. In th- 

“But you must!" He lifted the arm hang- pregnant siltnrv that held them both, each 
ing over the lx-H. “Presently he will -not word seemed t«■ shriek at him like ;» Fury, 
be quiet like this. It will be no lit place for till he wondered if his nerves, strung taut, 

you. Mam. take her and put Iter to bed! had snapped, and he had gone mad. 

K«h- that <h» giK>s! Then von mnic hack tn Then, of a Midden, a mighte wave swept 
me!' Hi let the imi fall and began bu'ying over liim. Others earne crashing up and 
himself with his medicine ease. It was final- broke against liis soul,—the allurement 1 *) 
itv itself, j her beauty, the greatness of his passion,— 

With an absurdly childish feeling, Maida fmt (Ik- first Mihnurglng surge was one of 
suffered the*old tvonian to lead her from the horror. It struck him as the tidal wave 
rwm. J strikes the swimmer, anti the world about 

Left alone, the doctor stood gazing down him went block. She, this woman, the 
at the prostrate man. “Presently In will Woman,—for whom his reverence had been 
rouse an 1 .! mand his ope," he muttered; n> illimitable as his adoration, she had said— 
“he will elnm«>r for cocaine any thing. It Great Gol! 

will !*e a nauseating business. And this He flung up one arm sharply, as though 

fiend is far husband! Even the angels in fo dmt out from his sight tliis; terrible thing 
Heaven might doubt Omnipotence! “And, of black anti scarlet of which she suddenly 
of a stirvl ” he remarked grimly, later, “no seemed the incarnation. But her eves lido 
Jehovah a hand in tins It must have him: tin* fires within them blazed and held 
been the Icvil himself who arranged the him fast. 

sorry vau Ireille. His Majesty's jests are in “I love you!" called the eves, anil after a 
damnahlywpoor taste." moment, “I love von!" spoke the litis. 

A great cry bfirst from him. His arms 
IT wag a..- hour (>f three in the rooming, flung exit to reach licr, to strain her to him, 

1 The wretched creature on the bed had t«. feed the heart and soul that had starved 
ceased Iris reviling*, his cursings, Iris whim- so long for her, at her lips. He was terribly 
perings. Ifnich utter vilcness had run human, and-—she had said she loved him! 
through some of the blasphemies that the Between them there was only that wreckage 
soul of Stephen .Strong hail lx-cn iiUvricalh oil the bed. She was his by her own admis- 
sickened nthin him. And yet j/ir,’onecif moh. bv every straining liber of the man 

the most delicately molded of God's handi- clamoring for nis mate. What mattered the 
work, had Urn consorted with tliis thing! thing colled Honor, the ragged ethics of the 
He underwood to the uttermost loathely dc- world, the puerile laws uf make believe that 
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the I.illiputs of men labonirusly constructed? 
Away with them all! Then* was but one 
Law, “They twain shall be as one flesh!" 

Ah, but—there was one other! What of 
that God created thing called Conscience? 
Across the insane raptures of f>ossiblc jx*- 
scssion came the black nemesis that should 
lead to that inevitable moment when he 
could no longer stand upright and unashanietl 
before his Inner Self. \\ lien that Self should 
see him sunk in tb<* mire, his soul slinking m 
<lark places, afraid to fata; its own tribunal! 
What love, though it soured high as Heaven, 
could compensate for that urnld.- day whin 
before the Judgment bar «»f his own con¬ 
science. he should utterly loathe Himself? 

Fur one delirious moment his whole In-iug 
had roeked to the bliss of iipossibilities; 
blit Love ii-is not enough' In every sane 
and healthy fiber of his being the truth 
swept over him, that Love was not greater 
than his soul, nor stronger than his self rv- 
speci. With all the strength uf his manhood 
he grasped tlio terrific temptation that had 
well mgh overmastered him, and with the 
iron of an indomitable will he nailed it to the 
CrtKv*. though his whole ranked and bleed¬ 
ing heart was crucified with it. 

Without looking at the woman, he put tile 
vial he held in the medicine case and cl<*.\ei 1 

the lid. 


ToWearl 

InsIdrOtv 
OuukSlxt 
the emi 
■\v*m 
PEPUMl 


>*;-*»»» Silk. •»ill th* ft «rt rviidufrlv rtnht.uVrt.l wllhl*a»\ 
Oi ..»***• n. M I n® 4i*c ikM * •» '* bM.il* a 

the «-M liar. *Mcb nuy l* «.oro in%i w oi outU.W- ctfthe Akt 
.. Ti.-i-w "t ...v-rd ‘V*.. Mre-.lt,.- ettfr* ifcev.*# 

W »• I . „rf. »lh j™ u~r4 *r->ui»«l IK* its l*-n ,he 

o*M»* ol ih. it » i.t k a* twurrki.n J H-K tT.nv I.-. «n.l ft.* 
Ukf U£* rrin * lS' %N,« 4 .fcr 4 . t <l.i tide ft1r< t M.rir 

Antoiortlcjal.* -■* i l.ltrl Nrt i<v*aily luud m «*|l| 

Y*l |»cc (id .Sri the fS at oi W -N. ui c*oiUtuUk<i 
• »i». nlor tin. M-%v.i|n,e . nterw 1 (••-noM. » Itrrv t*t po|4uni 


40 inchi 


HIM! IN MIND. "• r., IN Mail * 

, IvIblH I— R-J. >*4 n. Brftaui »— tmm r. iT Uil k 
■* it* w itomU) n»*-ra »«• 

m.T Bellas Hess &.0 »« 

ini.M imm iw Moaro* 4 MaMum M% CMa*•*■ 

NEW YORK CITY. N Y r.^ 


Tl»« Secret of a Man’s Perfect Gift 

’his Will K>4fid«! anv woman's heart, lor Imih by 
ne and natur* 'symbolical ol love and jov» it 
Kt d«iicai. lv Apr. ases Hi*- seatiment ol Nivin/. 

_ h i* mad.' only of naiur>* s sweetn. 

—bln tirB.-s more conceniral. d Ilian 
•riumrs—no aiculiol. no 


hristmas 

presents 

ZvrMen 




cuftl<>m:irv pel 

adult.-rant. 


FlowcrDrops 


tiuali-aliy 


Next to the pk*iu« at pmretira ■ father. hus¬ 
band. ton, broth* Of tread \»ah a art d L*nn 
Slwt .Slack and Lartw Vm Bunco* ■ the pbu- 
w aicnVfl by ahtiwmc hew <m*0y ibey we 
opnatrd. with «***»•« to fame anwi «* to loar. 


-.1 .l|«*fWI 


IVfcyad pTe"Ler” a battle hr ChristMs? 

M a^aler*' of Hum m. SI -SS. 'yectal 
\m.i> orfe.iitf Klesrr'*"Hover Ufopa, ' 
tilfcclrw.i packife. haiul-palntcdorf'c rt.'an 
»'il 12 00 "P*rl# da Jkrdia" in tut-gia»* 
wm r n *ilk lirird Imfcer t>ui.S6.00. 

btr uion kin4 you van! .end money io 
inf wav. (.«»-/» i*.i if ntt /trjirJ. ) 
Vlcntion Jfupy ki ■ name and *m.l lor 
Nwa» B*’d« tWar'a “ FW Dray. » ZlJC 
Oirgri'a ** Flavor »ra[ta" comer In cul- 
ila*» boulr—l..n*-polnie4 aiupper inr«*.A 
htt.lkrrihtrfoi rloihlliy • 'U> p .. 

Oi ir I.ii« . *ibr Valley,violet, KMr, 

Lib., Crabapple, Orinte BUimnia. 

PAUL RIEGER 


Mil M 1.4 ulKfa- V*y. \m mfpnprUlr hu. ,14. • V.lrt N« .VV, 

VICTOR M. CtAB A CO.. B 23 AaManS Block. CMcago. Ill, 


Scotch Style Calabash Pipes 

Why bn yowaehbr «»Ai m • kiiwog pipo* 
You tan Bel a Scotch — 

Calabaih (hai ahaorfaa all 

oicoime and poaotu ar-J 

eoiiue* a cud. aweei Vna 

arnuke. Moo^y bark it W A 

you arr n-4 tanthed 

Till |H»\ VI I'lfl l 

S20 M.. SaaLklto, Tna, 


Priff Stkmrk, 
3lar Sl.amtoa 


Mn i ups 
Hake n. 


a§V*r foe a 
niu*r*cJ Book* f 


AS FAVORS JL^VS!^. 

rinrf lllnli 'inl lliil.lir. I V: Sun^rlv SHm Ii- 
fms. lkr.lic, >V.J| ra> h. Ilotl. ‘rnu. 
nr MWeioe s.,n» 4 .iV r.„ h ll«dn»r. 
w IV riee C uvtlftwl.kTV IV -I r II 4Kr 
i.. ripw i + 11 . 1 : UmUI' i". 11 .in 

ll.l-.o-.fi. fhrl»tn..% S.I.M..IU*-., 
IMiy 1 -My ld«-*r u* .1.,.. 

4 .V ..vhtr, Irllrc |*r rani. 
tel vet Pdoaettb on aim. IV. itiH‘i»i.i« 
id 114 ocvwiinruW Tier or Table l imn. 
W<y *■ P-'y I euil fUar^rs, 

D#Pt. 9. 818 Broadway. 5EW TORI 


Uul 


■ ine.Ote .1 «b 
H*c. mr. | 
laaJ*. IX >.ll! 
s,l|el N.ilTSB. !■». 

11.-1 1 . I 1 .,— Vaivllna 
SanalnIK. Wk- >U>r. 1 
‘.»u. X I..., f?. Jia 

Il f >.->•». 

B SHACKMAK t C 


r^^CBfissascs; 

I r.«« c infmicd air, u. aa oil b.ahr.. 

®«* Lie nay. K.f |.«l» (1.|i«»rr.l »1 

renUl Ppaetlr»l t'* amail ram. 81 inrh«a king ttal.ul 
itoek N cW lnri.1. I.I.. d.mi Fully Ou»«b1*w 1. Wai.» 
dealer* n.ryihiri II T”Ur dealer <!■*• not carry il. wr>«* »•- 
8mI prepaid fart of ludf louataina «n reedpk of |3 hu 
rM.to r.*rt and INroeta IVxk Omaviek 83 90. Circa I ar fre*. 
Ir*iam« Air Rllle k Mtg. C».. ?MU Insco BMo . If Uws, Ao 


LAKTEK fle SONS 

24 Mufcn L.K. Nn.Yotk 


TOTE THIS TEXAS 


COWBOT WATCM FOB 


SUNDAY MAGAZINE FOR DECEMBER 3. 1911 


"/(’* to eaty to keep your tbin toft 
and clear Mir cold weather when you 
use Hinds Cold Cream .”— The Hinds 
Cream Ctrl. 

Just write us now for a free trial tube. 
Apply a lit tic cream anti note how quickly 1 he 

ROUGH OR CHAPPED SKIN 

is relieved and entirely healed; all unsightly 
redness gradually disappears. 


Hinds Almond ^ 

Cold Cream 


je made bv chemists who for 35 years have 
made nothing but absolutely pun*, refined 
and wonderfully successful toilet creams. 

You arc sure of the moM gratifying re¬ 
sults with ih'u Cream. Il keeps llie skin so 

clean and healthy I hat eruptions and other 

blemishes cannot remain; ilie skin holds its 
natural girlish beauty anti velvety softness. 

Wc f-ttithrly guarantee that J limb 
Honey and Mmozid Ct 1J Cream will not 
cause or iid a growth of hair. 

Prior 25t in air-ii^ll t*he>. If your dealer 
< an not supply you. ttrilf w. enclosing li.V 
in j tamps and tee trill send it postpaid. 

SlaD «• Mil y*« a Fra* S.-t0- TbW a ad R—klet at ml Write m. 


Our Beautiful Art 
CALENDAR 


F.i«|iiisite in style and color; POSTPAID 
full of life and interest; ihc 
daintiest, prettiest and most 
attractive art panel imagi¬ 
nable. No advertising on 
tlte front. You will like 
and so will your friends. 

Send 10c today and we will mail it postpaid. 

A. S. HINDS, 37 Weit Street, Portland, Maine 


THE STEPPING STONE TO WEALTH 


Grab’s Keyless 
Basket Bank 


Akw IzatAer k Novelty Co. 

M 4 ltttall.lM.T- 





